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Here’s what kids have to say to 
Mary Pope Osborne, author of 
the Magic Tree House series: 


WOW! You have an ima^ation like no other .—Adam W. 

/ love your books. If you stop writing books, it will be like losing a best 
friend .—Ben M. 

I think you are the real Morgan le Fay. There is always magic in your 
books .—Erica Y. 

One day 1 was really bored and I didn’t want to read ... J looked in 
your book I read a sentence, and it was interesting. So I read some 



more, until the book vvoi done. It was so good I read more and more. 
Then I had read all of your books, and now I hope you write lots 
more .—Danai K. 

I always read [your books] over and over... 1 time, 2 times, 3 times, 
4 times ... —Yuan C. 

You are my best author in the world. I love your books. I read all the 
time. I read everywhere. My mom is like freaking out —Ellen C. 

I hope you make these books for all yours and mine’s life .—Riki H. 



Teachers and librarians love 
Magic Tree House® books, too! 


Thank you for opening faraway places and times to my class through 
your books. They have given me the chance to bring in additional 
books, materiab, and videos to share with the class .—J. Cameron 

It excites me to see how involved [my fourth-grade reading class] is in 
your books ...I would do anything to get my students more involved, 
and this has done it —C. Rutz 

I discovered your books last year ... WOW! Our students have gone 
crazy over them. I can’t order enough copies/... TTianks for 
contributing so much to children’s literature !—C. Kendziora 



I first came across your Magic Tree House series when my son brought 
one home ...I have since introduced this gyeat series to my class. 
They have absolutely fallen in love with these books!... My students 
are now asking me for more independent reading time to read them 
Your stories have inspired even my most struggling readers. —M. 
Payne 

/ love how I can go beyond the [Magic Tree House] books and use 
them as springboards for other learning. —R. Gale 

We have enjoyed your books all year /ong. We check your Web site to 
find new information. We pull our map down to find the areas where 
the adventures take place. My class always chimes in at key parts of 
the story. It feels good to hear my students ask for a book and cheer 
when a new book comes out —J. Korinek 



Our students have '*Magic Tree House fever, ” / can't keep your books 
on the library shelf. —J. Rafferty 


Your books truly invite children into the pleasure of reading. Thanks 
for such terrific work. —S. Smith 


The children in the fourth grade even hide the [Magic Tree House] 
books in the library so that they will be able to find diem when they 
are ready to check them out —K. Mortensen 


My Magic Tree House books are never on the bookshelf because they 
are always being read by my students. Thank you for creating such a 
wonderful series. —K. Mahoney 
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Too bate! 


Jack Stared out his bedroom window. The rain kept falling. And falling. 

“The TV said it would stop by noon,” said Annie, his seven-year-old 
sister. 

“It’s already past noon,” said Jack. 

“But we have to go to the tree house,” said Annie. “I have a feeling the 


M person will be there today.” 



Jack pushed his glasses into place and took a deep breath. He wasn't 
sure he was ready to meet the M person yet. The mysterious person who 
had put all the books in the magic tree house. 

“Come on,” said Annie. 

Jack sighed. “Okay,” he said. “You get our raincoats and boots. Til get 
the medallion and bookmark.” 

Annie ran to get their rain gear. 

Jack reached into his drawer. He took out the medallion. 

It was gold. The letter M was engraved on it. 

Then he took out the bookmark. It was made of blue leather. It had the 
same M on it. 

Both M's matched the M that was on the floor of the tree house. 



Jack put the medallion and bookmark into his backpack. Then he threw 
in his notebook and pencil. Jack liked to take notes about important 
things. 

“I got our rain stuff!” called Annie. 

Jack picked up his pack and went downstairs. Annie was waiting by the 
back door. She was putting on her boots. “Meet you outside,” she said. 

Jack pulled on his raincoat and boots. Then he put on his backpack and 
joined her. 

The wind was blowing hard. 

“Ready! Set! Go!” shouted Annie. 

They kept their heads down and charged into the rainy wind. 

Soon they were in the Frog Creek woods. 



Tree branches swayed, flinging rainwater everywhere. 

“Yuck!” said Annie. 

They splashed through puddles. Until they came to the tallest oak tree in 
the woods. 

They looked up. 

Tucked between two branches was the tree house. It looked dark and 
lonely against the stormy sky. 

Hanging from the tree house was a rope ladder. It was blowing in the 
wind. 

Jack thought of all the books up there. He hoped they weren’t getting 
wet. 

“The M person’s been there,” said Annie. 



Jack caught his breath. “How can you tell?” he said. 

“I can feel it,” she whispered. 

She grabbed the rope ladder and started up. Jack followed. 

Inside the tree house it was chilly and damp. 

But the books were dry. They were all neatly stacked along the wall. 
Just the way they had been the day before. 

Annie picked up a castle book on top of one stack. It had taken them to 
the time of castles. 

“Remember the knight?” she said. 

Jack nodded. He would never forget the knight who had helped them. 

Annie put down the castle book. She picked up the next book on the 
stack. 



It was the dinosaur book that had taken them to the time of dinosaurs. 


“Remember?” she said. 

Jack nodded. 

He’d never forget the pteranodon who had saved him from the 
Tyrannosaurus rex. 

Then Annie held up a book about ancient Egypt. 

“Meow,” she said. 

Jack smiled. The Egypt book had taken them to the time of pyramids. A 
black cat had come to the rescue there. 

“And here’s the book about home,” Annie said. 

She held up the book with the picture of their hometown in it. 

Frog Creek, Pennsylvania. 



Jack smiled again. The Pennsylvania book had brought them back home 
at the end of each of their adventures. 

Jack sighed. Okay. He still had two main questions. 

Who was the M person who had put all the books here? 

And did the knight, the pteranodon, and the cat all know the M person? 

Finally Jack reached into his backpack. He took out the gold medallion 
and the leather bookmark. He placed them on the floor. Right over the 
spot where the M glowed faintly in the wood. 

Rain blew into the tree house. 

“Brr!” said Annie. “It’s not very cozy today.” 

Jack agreed with her. It was too wet and cold. 



“Look.” Annie pointed to an open book lying in the comer. “I don’t 
remember a book being open.” 

“Me neither,” said Jack. 

Annie picked up the book. She stared at the picture on the page. 

“Wow, this place looks great.” She showed the picture to Jack. 

He saw a sunny beach. A big green parrot sitting in a palm tree. And a 
ship sailing on a blue sea. 

Another gust of rainy wind blew into the tree house. 

Annie pointed to the picture. “I wish we were there instead of here,” she 
said. 

“Yeah,” said Jack. “But where is there?” 

“Too late!” came a squawk. 



Jack and Annie turned quickly. 











Sitting on a branch outside the window ledge of the tree house was a 
green parrot. Exactly like the parrot in the picture. 

“Too late!” the parrot squawked again. 

“A talking parrot!” said Annie. “Is your name Polly? Can I call you 
Polly?” 

Suddenly the wind started to whistle. 

“Oh no! Now we’re in big trouble!” said Jack. 

The wind blew harder. 

The leaves shook. 

The tree house started to spin. Faster and faster! 

Jack squeezed his eyes shut. Then everything was still. 

Absolutely still. 



Jack opened his eyes. 

“Too late!” squawked Polly. 



Tbe Bpif^kt Blue Sea 


Jack felt hot sunlight streaming into the tree house. 

He smelled saltwater. 

He heard the sound of waves. 

He and Annie looked out the window. 

The tree house was in a palm tree. Beyond was a bright blue sea. A 
sailing ship was on the horizon. It was just like the picture in the book. 


“Too late!’’ squawked Polly. 



“Look!” said Annie. 


Polly was flying in circles above the tree house. Then she swooped down 
to the ocean. 

“Come on, let’s follow her! Let’s go in the water!” said Annie. She took 
off her raincoat and dropped it on the floor. 

“Wait, we have to study the book first,” said Jack. He started to reach 
for the book. But Annie grabbed it. 

“You can read it on the beach,” she said. Without even looking at the 
cover, she shoved the book into Jack’s backpack. 

He sighed. Actually, the water did look wonderful. 

“Okay,” Jack said. He took off his raincoat, too. 



“Come on!” Annie handed Jack his backpack, then started down the 
ladder. 

Jack folded the raincoat and put it next to the stack of books. He put on 
his backpack. Then he went down the ladder. 

As soon as Annie hit the sand, she ran toward the ocean. Jack watched 
her wade into the water. She was still wearing her rain boots. 

“Your boots, Annie,” called Jack. 

She shrugged. “They’ll dry out,” she said. 

Jack took off his boots and socks. He put them beside his pack. Then he 
rolled up his jeans. And ran across the hot sand into the waves. 

The water was warm and clear. Jack could see shells and tiny fishes. 

He shielded his eyes against the sun. And peered out at the sea. 



The tall sailing ship seemed a bit closer. 

“Where’s Polly?” said Annie. 

Jack glanced around. No sign of Polly. Not in the palm trees. Not on the 
sunlit sand. Not over the bright blue sea. 





when Jack looked out at the sea again, the ship seemed even closer. 
Now Jack could see its flag. 

As he stared at the ship’s flag, a chill went through him. 

The flag was black. With a skull and crossbones. 

“Oh man,” he breathed. He started out of the water. 

“What’s wrong?” said Annie. She splashed after him. 

Jack ran to his backpack. Annie followed. 

He grabbed the book from his backpack. He looked at the cover. For the 
first time, he and Annie read the title of the book. 

“Yikes!” said Annie. 

“Pirates of the Caribbean^ ” Jack read aloud. 



Ttepee Men Ir a Boat 


“We’ve come to the time of pirates!” Jack said. 

“Pirates?” squeaked Annie. “Like in Peter Pan?’’ 

Jack flipped to the picture that showed the parrot, the sea and the ship. 
He read the caption under the picture: 


Three hundred years ago, pirates raided Spanish treasure ships in the 


Caribbean Sea. 



He grabbed his notebook and pencil from his pack. He wrote: 

in CanihAin 

He turned to the next page. There was a picture of a pirate flag. He 
read: 

The skuIl>and<rossbones flag was called the Jolly Roger. 

“Let’s go!” said Annie. 

“Wait!” said Jack. “I want to make a drawing of the flag.” 

He propped the pirate book in the sand. 

He started drawing the Jolly Roger flag. 

“Don’t copy the picture in the book,” said Annie. “Look at the real 
thing.” 



But Jack pushed his glasses into place and kept drawing. 

“Jack, some pirates are getting into a rowboat,” said Annie. 

Jack kept drawing. 

“Jack, the boat’s leaving the big ship,” said Annie. 

“What?” Jack looked up. 

“Look.” Annie pointed. 

Jack looked. He saw the rowboat coming toward the shore. 

“Run!” said Annie. She started running toward the tree house. 

Jack jumped up. His glasses fell off. 

“Hurry!” Annie called back to him. 

Jack went down on his knees. He felt for his glasses. Where were they? 



Jack saw something glinting in the sand. He reached for it. It was his 
glasses. He snatched them up. 

Then he threw his notebook and pencil into his pack. He put the pack 
on his back. 

He grabbed his boots and his socks. And he took off running. 

“Hurry! They’re coming!” Annie was at the top of the rope ladder. 

Jack looked back at the sea. The pirates were closer to the shore. 

Suddenly Jack saw the pirate book. In all the confusion he had forgotten 
it. It was still propped in the Scind. 

“Oh man, 1 forgot the book!” he said. He dropped his socks and boots 
below the tree house. 


“Come on, Jack!” Annie shouted. 



“ni be right back!” Jack called. “IVe got to get the book!” 


“Jack, forget it!” 

But Jack was already running toward the water. 

Jack grabbed the book. 

“Come back!” Annie shouted. 

Jack shoved the book into his backpack. 

Suddenly a giant wave carried the rowboat right onto the beach. 
“Run, Jack!” shouted Annie. 

Three big pirates splashed onto the sand. 

They had knives in their teeth. 

They had pistols in their belts. 



They charged toward Jack. 
“Run, Jack, run!” cried Annie. 



Vile Boo^ 


Jack started to run across the hot sand. He ran as fast as he could. 

But the pirates ran faster. 

Before Jack knew it, the biggest pirate had grabbed him! 

Jack struggled. But the pirate had huge, strong arms. He held on to Jack 
and laughed a mean, ugly laugh. He had a shaggy black beard. A patch 
covered one eye. 

Jack heard Annie yelling. He saw her coming down the rope ladder. 



“Stay where you are!” Jack shouted. 

But Annie kept coming. “Leave him alone, you bully!” she cried. 

The other two pirates laughed meanly. They were dirty and ragged. 
Annie charged up to the biggest pirate. “Let him go!” she said. She hit 
the pirate with her fist and kicked him. 

But the pirate just growled. Then he grabbed her, too. And with his 
giant hands, he held Jack and Annie as if they were two kittens. 

“No one escapes Cap’n Bones!” he roared. His breath was terrible. 

“Let go!" Annie shouted into his face. 

But Cap’n Bones Just smiled. All his teeth were black. 

Annie fell silent. 

Cap’n Bones laughed loudly. Then he turned to the other two. 







“Find out what’s in their house, you dogs,” he said. 

“Aye, aye, Cap’n!” they answered. And they started up the ladder to the 
tree house. 

“What do you spy, Pinky?” shouted Cap’n Bones. 

“Books, Cap’n!” Pinky shouted down. 

“Aghh, books,” growled Cap’n Bones. He spit on the sand. “I want gold, 
you dogs!” 

“Dogs are nicer than you,” said Annie. 

“Shhh,” said Jack. 

“What about you, Stinky?” Cap’n Bones roared. 

“Just books, Cap’n!” shouted Stinky. 



“Aghh, books,” said Cap’n Bones. He spit on the sand again. “I hate 
books! Keep looking, dogs! Find me something good!” 

Cap’n Bones grabbed Jack’s backpack. “What’s in here?” he said. 

“Nothing—” Jack quickly opened the pack. “Just paper, a pencil, a 
book.” 

“Another book!” roared Cap’n Bones. “That’s vile booty!” 

A gleeful shriek pierced the air. 

Cap’n Bones froze. “What’s that?” he shouted. 

“Look, Cap’n! Look!” 

Pinky leaned out the tree house window. He held the medallion. It 
glimmered in the sunlight. 

Oh brother, thought Jack. 



“Throw it down!” cried Cap’n Bones. 

“It’s not yours!” shouted Annie. 

Cap’n Bones dropped Jack and Annie. He caught the medallion as it fell. 
“Gold! Gold! Gold!" he cried. Cap’n Bones threw back his head and 
laughed horribly. 

He grabbed two of his pistols. He shot them into the air. Pinky and 
Stinky howled like wolves. 






The Kid's Tpeasare 


Jack and Annie watched in horror. 

The gold-greedy pirates seemed to have lost their minds. 

Jack nudged Annie. Together they started to back slowly away from the 
pirates. Toward the tree house. 

“Halt!” Cap’n Bones shouted. He aimed his pistols at them. “Not another 
step, lubbers!” 


Jack and Annie froze. 



Cap’n Bones grinned his black-toothed grin. “Tell old Bones where the 
rest is,” he growled. “Or prepare to meet thy doom.” 

“What—what rest?” said Annie. 

“The rest of the treasure!” roared Cap’n Bones. “I know it’s on this 
island. 1 have a map!” 

He reached into a belt pouch and pulled out a tom piece of paper. He 
waved it at Jack and Annie. 

“Is that a treasure map?” asked Jack. 

“Aye, it’s the map telling about Kidd’s treasure.” 

“Which kid’s treasure? Not us kids,” said Annie. “We don’t know 
anything about a kid’s treasure.” 

“Why don’t you read the map?” said Jack. 



“You read it!” Cap’n Bones shoved the map in Jack’s face. 

Jack stared at the strange marks on the paper. 

“What does that mean?” asked Jack. 

“What does what mean?” asked Cap’n Bones. 

“Those words.” Jack pointed at the words at the bottom of the map. 

“Well, it means ...” Cap’n Bones’ good eye squinted at the writing. He 
frowned. He coughed. He rubbed his nose. 

“Aw, leave him alone,” Pinky growled at Jack. 

“You know he can’t read,” said Stinky. 

“Shut up!” Cap’n Bones roared at his men. 

“Jack and I can read,” Annie piped up. 

“Shhh,” said Jack. 



“Cap’n, make ’em read the map!” said Stinky. 

Cap’n Bones gave Jack and Annie a dark look. “Read it,” he growled. 
“Then will you let us go?” said Jack. 












The pirate squinted his good eye. “Aye, lubber. When the treasure’s in 
me hands, I’ll let you go.” 

“Okay,” said Jack. “I’ll read it to you.” He looked at the map. “It says, 
The gold doth lie beneath the whale’s eye.” 

“Heh?” Cap’n Bones scowled. “What’s that supposed to mean, lubber?” 

Jack shrugged. 

“Hang it! Take ’em hack to the ship!” shouted Cap’n Bones. “They can 
rot there till they’re ready to tell us how to find Kidd’s treasure!” 

Jack and Annie were tossed into the rowboat. 

Waves splashed the sides. The sky ahead was dark with thunderclouds. 
A strong wind had started to blow. 

“Row, dogs, row!” said Cap’n Bones. 



Pinky and Stinky began rowing toward the big ship. 

“Look!” Annie said to Jack. She pointed to the shore. 

Polly the parrot was flying over the sand. 

“She wants to help us,” whispered Annie. 

Polly started to fly out over the waves. But the winds were too strong. 
She turned around and flew back to the island. 



Tfee Wbale*s Ejje 


The rowboat tossed from side to side. The waves were huge. Salty spray 
stung Jack’s eyes. He felt seasick. 

“Hold ’er steady!” shouted Cap’n Bones. 

He pointed at the sea. “Or we’ll be meat for those evil brutes!” 

Dark fins cut through the water. Sharks. One zoomed right by the boat. 
Jack could have reached out and touched it. 


He shuddered. 




Soon the rowboat pulled alongside the ship. 

The air was filled with wild fiddle music and bagpipes pla3dng. And 
Jack heard jeers, shouts, and ugly laughter. 

“Hoist ’em aboard!” Cap’n Bones shouted to his men. 

Annie and Jack were hauled onto the deck. 




The ship creaked and moaned. It rolled from side to side. Ropes flapped 
and snapped in the wild wind. 

Everywhere they looked, Jack and Annie saw pirates. 

Some were dancing. Some were drinking. Many were fighting. With 
swords. Or with their fists. 

“Lock ’em in my cabin!” Cap’n Bones ordered. 

A couple of pirates grabbed Jack and Annie. And threw them in the 
ship’s cabin. Then locked the door. 

The air inside the cabin was damp and sour-smelling. A shaft of gray 
light came through a small round window. 

“Oh man,” said Jack. “We’ve got to figure out how to get back to the 


island.” 



“So we can get into the tree house and go home,” said Annie. 

“Right.” Jack suddenly felt tired. How would they ever get out of this 
mess? 

“We better examine the book,” he said. 

He reached into his pack and pulled out the pirate book. 

He flipped through the pages. 

He looked for information to help them. 

“Look,” he said. 

He found a picture of pirates burying a treasure chest. “This might 
help.” 

Together they read the words under the picture. 



Captain Kidd was a famous pirate. It is said that he buried a treasure 
chest on a deserted island. The chest was filled with gold and 
jewels. 


“Captain Kidd!” said Jack. 

“So that^s the kid that Bones keeps talking about,” said Annie. 

“Right,” said Jack. 

Annie looked out the round window. 

“And Captain Kidd’s treasure is buried somewhere on the island,” she 
said. 

Jack took out his notebook and pencil. He wrote: 

dap-tem HliiJ'S tfYASvr^. 
on 



“Ja-ack,” Annie said. 

“Shhh, wait a minute,” he said. “I’m thinking.” 

“Guess what I see?” said Annie. 

“What?” Jack asked. He looked back at the book. 

“A whale.” 

“Neat,” he said. Then he looked up. “A whale? Did you say ... a whale?” 

“A whale. A huge whale. As big as a football field.” 

Jack jumped up and looked out the window with her. 

“Where?” Jack asked. All he could see was the island. And stormy 
waves. And shark fins. 

“There!” said Annie. 


“Where? Where?” 



“There! The island is shaped like a giant whale!” 

“Oh man,” whispered Jack. Now he could see it. 

“See the whale’s back?” said Annie. 

“Yep.” The slope of the island looked like the back of a whale. 

“See his spout?” said Annie. 

“Yep.” The palm tree that held the tree house looked like the spout of 
the whale. 

“See his eye?” said Annie. 

“Yep.” A big black rock looked like the eye of the whale. 

“The gold doth lie beneath the whale’s eye," whispered Jack. “Wow.” 



w.SV 
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Gale's a-Blowtn* 

“So the treasure must be under that rock,” said Annie. 

“Right,” said Jack. “Now we just have to get back to the island. We’ll 
show Cap’n Bones where the treasure is. Then while all the pirates are 
digging, we’ll sneak up to the tree house.” 

“And make a wish to go home,” said Annie. 

“Right.” Jack poked his head out of the round window of the cabin. 


“Cap’n Bones, sir!” he shouted. 



The pirates took up the cry. “Cap’n Bones! Cap’n Bones!” 

“Hey?” came a horrible voice. 

Cap’n Bones stuck his ugly face through the window. His good eye 
glared at Jack. “What do you want, lubbers?” 

“We’re ready to tell the truth, sir,” said Jack. 

“Go ahead,” growled Cap’n Bones. 

“We know where Captain Kidd’s treasure is.” 

“Where?” 

“We can’t just tell you. We have to show you,” said Annie. 

Cap’n Bones gave Annie and Jack a long hard look. 

“You’ll need a rope,” said Jack. 

“And shovels,” said Annie. 



Cap’n Bones growled. Then he roared at his men, “Get some rope and 
shovels!” 

“Aye, aye, Cap’n!” 

“Then throw these lubbers in the boat! We’re going back to the island!” 

“Aye, aye, Cap’n!” 

Back in the rowboat, Jack saw the sky had grown even darker with 
clouds. The waves were bigger. The wind was howling. 

“Gale’s a-blowin’!” said Pinky, 

“You’ll see a gale if I don’t get me gold today, by thimder!” Cap’n Bones 
shouted. “Row, dogs, row!” 

The three pirates battled the waves, until the rowboat reached the 
island. They all piled onto the shore. 



Cap’n Bones grabbed Jack and Annie. 

“Okay, lubbers,” he said. “Now show us where the treasure is.” 

“There,” said Annie. She pointed at the black rock near the tip of the 
island. 

“Under that rock,” said Jack. 

Cap’n Bones dragged Jack and Annie down the beach to the black rock. 
“Get to work!” Cap’n Bones said to Pinky and Stinky. 

“What about you?” said Annie. 

“Me? Work?” Cap’n Bones chuckled. 

Jack gulped. How could they get away from him? 

“Don’t you think you should help your friends?” he said. 



Cap’n Bones gave Jack a horrible grin. “Nay. I’m going to hold you two 
—till there’s treasure in me hands!” 
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Di(S, Do(Ss. Di^ 


Pinky and Stinky tied their rope around the big rock. 

The wind howled. The two pirates pulled. And pulled. And pulled. 
“They need help!” said Jack. 

“Aghh, let the dogs do the work!” growled Cap’n Bones. 

“You’re not very nice to them,” said Annie. 

“Who cares?” roared Cap’n Bones. 



“Cap’n! We got it!” shouted Pinky. 



They started pulling the rock across the sand. 

“Now let’s dig where the rock was,” said Jack. “All of us!” 

But Cap’n Bones ignored his suggestion. 

“Dig, you dogs!” he shouted. 

Pinky and Stinky started to dig. The wind blew even harder. There was 
going to be a thunderstorm. 

“Oww! 1 got sand in me eyes!” Pinky whined. 



“Oww! Me back hurts!” Stinky cried. 

“Dig!” shouted Cap’n Bones. He held Jack and Annie with one hand. 
With the other he pulled out the gold medallion. 

He tossed it at the two pirates. It fell into the hole. 

“Dig for more of these, you swine!” he said. 

Squawk! 

“Look!” Annie said. 

Polly was back! She was circling above them! 

“Go back!” she squawked. 

Stinky and Pinky looked up at the parrot. They scowled. 

“Dig!” shouted Cap’n Bones. 

“A big storm is cornin’, Cap’n!” said Pinky. 



“Go back!” said Polly. 

“The bird’s an omen, Cap’n!” shouted Stinky. 

“Dig, you dogs!” cried Cap’n Bones. 

“Go back!” squawked Polly. 

“The bird’s warning us!” shouted Pinky. “We’ve got to get to the ship 26 
before it’s too late!” 

The two pirates threw down their shovels. They started running toward 
the rowboat. 

“Mutineers! Come back!” shouted Cap’n Bones. He dragged Jack and 
Annie down the beach as he ran after his men. “Stop!” 

But the pirates kept running. They got to the rowboat and pushed it into 
the sea. 



“Wait!” cried Cap’n Bones. 

Pinky and Stinky jumped into the boat. They started rowing. 

“Wait!” Cap’n Bones let go of Jack and Annie. He ran into the water. 
“Wait, you dogs!” 

He hauled himself into the rowboat. 

Then the three pirates disappeared into the spray of the waves. 

“Go back!” squawked Polly. 

“She means us!” said Annie. 

Just then the storm broke over the island. The wind howled. Rain fell in 
buckets. 


“Let’s go!” cried Annie. 



“Wait! I have to get the medallion!” shouted Jack. He ran to the hole 
dug by the pirates. He looked down in it. 

Even in the dreary light, the medallion was shining. 

Big, fat raindrops were falling into the hole, washing away the sand. 

Jack saw a patch of wood. 

Then the rain cleared away more sand. And Jack saw the top of an old 
trunk. 

He stared. Was it Captain Kidd’s treasure chest? 

“Hurry, Jack!” cried Annie. She was halfway up the tree house ladder. 

“I found it! I foimd it!” cried Jack. “I found the treasure chest!” 

“Forget the treasure chest!” said Annie. “We have to go now! The 
storm’s getting worse!” 



Jack kept staring at the chest. Was there gold inside? Silver? Precious 
gems? 

“Come on!” Now Annie was shouting from the tree house window. 

But Jack couldn’t tear himself away. He brushed the rest of the muddy 
sand off the chest. 

“Jack, forget the treasure chest!” cried Annie. “Let’s go!” 

“Go back!” squawked Polly. 

Jack looked at the parrot. She was perched on the black rock. 




He stared into her wise eyes. He thought he knew her—knew her from 
somewhere else. 

“Go back, Jack,” she said. She sounded like a person. 

Okay. It was definitely time to go. 

Jack took one last look at the treasure chest. He clutched the gold 
medallion. Then he took off, running toward the tree house. 

His socks and rain boots were still there. He quickly pulled the boots on. 
He shoved the socks into his backpack. 

The rope ladder was dancing wildly in the wind. Jack grabbed it 

The ladder swayed as Jack climbed. He was tossed this way and that. 
But he held on tight. 

At last he pulled himself into the tree house. 



“Let’s go!” he cried. 

Annie was already holding the Pennsylvania book. She pointed to the 
picture of Frog Creek. 

“I wish we could go there!” she shouted. 

The wind was already blowing hard. But now it blew even harder. 

The tree house started to spin. It spun faster and faster. 

Then everything was still. 

Absolutely still. 
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Drip, drip. 20 

Jack opened his eyes. 

Rain was dripping from the leaves of the tree. 

They were back in Frog Creek. The rain was softer. The wind was 
gentler. The air was sweeter. 

“Oh man.” Jack sighed. “That was close.” He was still holding the gold 
medallion. 



“Polly’s gone,” said Annie sadly. “I was hoping she might come back 
with us.” 

“No magic creature has ever come back with us,” said Jack. 

He pulled off his backpack. It was damp with rain and saltwater. 

Jack took out the pirate book. He put it on the stack of books. On top of 
the dinosaur book. And the knight book. And the mummy book. 

Then Jack put the gold medallion beside the bookmark with the letter 
M. 

Next he went down onto his knees. And ran his finger over the 
shimmering M on the floor. “We didn’t find any M’s on this trip,” he said. 

“Or the M person,” said Annie. 

Squawk! 



“Polly!” Annie cried. 

The parrot swooshed into the tree house. She perched on the stack of 
books. 

Polly looked straight at Jack. 

“What—what are you doing here?” he asked her. 

Slowly Polly raised her bright green wings. They grew bigger and bigger 
until they spread out like a huge green cape. 




Polly was not a parrot any longer. In her place was an old woman. A 
beautiful old woman with long white hair and piercing eyes. 







She wore a green feathered cape. She perched on the stack of books. 
And she was very calm and very still. 

Neither Jack nor Annie could speak. They were too amazed. 

“Hello, Jack. Hello, Annie,” the old woman said. “My name is Morgan le 
Fay.” 
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Annie found her voice first. “The M person,” she whispered. 
“Yes. rm the M person,” said Morgan. 

“Wh-where are you from?” asked Jack. 

“Have you ever heard of King Arthur?” said Morgan. 

Jack nodded. 

“Well, I am King Arthur’s sister,” said Morgan. 



“You’re from Camelot,” said Jack. “I’ve read about Camelot.” 

“What did you read about me, Jack?” said Morgan. 

“You—you’re a witch.” 

Morgan smiled. “You can’t believe everything you read. Jack.” 

“But are you a magician?” said Annie. 

“Most call me an enchantress. But I’m also a librarian,” said Morgan. 

“A librarian?” said Annie. 

“Yes. And I’ve come to the 20th century, your time, to collect books. 
You are lucky to be bom in a time with so many books.” 

“For the Camelot library?” asked Jack. 



“Precisely,” said Morgan. “I travel in this tree house to collect words 
from many different places around the world. And from many different 
time periods.” 

“Did you find books here?” said Jack. 

“Oh yes. Many wonderful books. I want to borrow them for our scribes 
to copy.” 

“Did you put all the bookmarks in them?” said Jack. 

“Yes. You see, I like the pictures in the books. Sometimes I want to visit 
the scenes in the pictures. So all the bookmarks mark places I wish to go.” 

“How do you get there?” asked Annie. 

“I placed a spell on the tree house,” said Morgan. “So when I point to a 
picture and make the wish, the tree house takes me there.” 



“I think you dropped this in dinosaur times,” said Jack. 

He handed the gold medallion to Morgan. 

“Oh, thank you! I wondered where I’d lost it,” she said. She put the 
medallion into a hidden pocket in her cape. 

“So can anybody work the spell?” asked Annie. “Anybody who tries it?” 

“Oh dear, no! Not just anybody,” Morgan said. “You two are the only 
ones besides me to do it. No one else has ever even seen my tree house 
before.” 

“Is it invisible?” asked Annie. 

“Yes,” said Morgan. “I had no idea it would ever be discovered. But then 
you two came along. Somehow you hooked right into my magic.” 


“H-how?” asked Jack. 



“Well, for two reasons, I think,” explained Morgan. “First, Annie 
believes in magic. So she actually saw the tree house. And her belief 
helped you to see it, Jack.” 

“Oh man,” said Jack. 

“Then you picked up a book. Jack. And because you love books so 
much, you caused my magic spell to work.” 

“Wow,” said Annie. 

“You can’t imagine my dismay when you started to take off for dinosaur 
times. I had to make a very quick decision. And I decided to come along.” 

“Oh, so you were the pteranodon!” said Annie. 

Morgan smiled. 

“And the cat and the knight and Polly!” said Annie. 



“Yes,” said Morgan softly. 

“You were all these things to help us?” asked Jack. 

“Yes, but I must go home now. The people in Camelot need my help.” 

“You’re leaving?” whispered Jack. 

“I’m afraid I must,” said Morgan. 

She picked up Jack’s backpack and handed it to him. Jack and Annie 
picked up their raincoats. It had stopped raining. 

“You won’t forget us, will you?” asked Annie, as they put their raincoats 
on. 

“Never,” said Morgan. She smiled at both of them. “You remind me too 
much of myself. You love the impossible, Annie. And you love knowledge, 
Jack. What better combination is there?” 



Morgan le Fay touched Annie’s forehead gently. And then Jack’s. She 
smiled. 

“Good-bye,” she said. 

“Good-bye,” said Annie and Jack. 

Annie left the tree house first. Jack followed. They climbed down the 
rope ladder for the last time. 

They stood below the oak tree and looked up. 

Morgan was looking out the window. Her long white hair blew in the 
breeze. 

Suddenly the wind began to blow. 






The leaves began to shake. 

A loud whistling sound filled the air. 
Jack covered his ears and squeezed 1 
Then everything was silent. 
Absolutely silent. 

Jack opened his eyes. 

The tree house was gone. 

All gone. 

Absolutely gone. 

Annie and Jack stood a moment, 
Listening to the silence. 


Annie sighed. “Let’s go,” she said 


eyes shut. 


up at the empty oak tree. 



Jack just nodded. He felt too sad to speak. As they started walking, he 
put his hands into his pockets. 

He felt something. 

Jack pulled out the gold medallion. “Look!” he said. “How did—?” 

Annie smiled. “Morgan must have put it there,” she said. 

“But how?” 

“Magic,” said Annie. “1 think it means she’ll be coming back.” 

Jack smiled. He clutched the medallion as he and Annie took off 
through the wet, sunny woods. 

As they walked, the sun shined through the woods. And all the wet 
leaves sparkled. 


Everything, in fact, was shining. 



Leaves, branches, puddles, bushes, grass, vines, wild flowers—all 
glittered like jewels. 

Or gleamed like gold. 

Annie had been right, thought Jack. 

Forget the treasure chest 

They had treasure at home. A ton of it. Everywhere. 
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Back into titee Woods 

‘‘Let’s look again, Jack,” said Annie. 

Jack and Annie were walking home from the library. The path went 
right by the Frog Creek woods. 

Jack sighed. “We looked this morning,” he said. “We looked the day 
before. And the day before that.” 

“Then you don’t have to come,” said Annie. “Til go look by myself.” 

She took off into the woods. 



“Annie, wait!” Jack called. “It’s almost dark! We have to get home!” 

But Annie had disappeared among the trees. 

Jack stared at the woods. He was starting to lose hope. Maybe he would 
never see Morgan again. 

Weeks had passed. And there had not been one sign of Morgan le Fay. 
Nor had there been one sign of her magic tree house. 

“Jack/” Annie called from the woods, “ft’s back!" 

Oh, she’s Just pretending as usual, Jack thought. But his heart started to 
race. 

“Hurry!” called Annie. 

“She better not be kidding,” said Jack. 

He took off into the woods to find Annie. 



Night was falling fast. Crickets chirped loudly. It was hard to see 
through the shadows. 

“Annie!” Jack shouted. 

“Here!” she called. 

Jack kept walking. “Here where?” he called back. 

“Here here!” 

Annie’s voice came from above. 

Jack looked up. 

“Oh man,” he breathed. 

Annie waved from the window of a tree house. It was in the tallest oak 
in the woods. A long rope ladder hung down from it. 


The magic free bouse was back. 



“Come on up!” Annie shouted. 

Jack ran to the rope ladder. He started climbing. 
He climbed and climbed and climbed. 




As he climbed, he looked out over the woods. High above the treetops it 
was still light. 
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At last, Jack pulled himself into the tree house. 

Annie sat in the shadows. Books were scattered everywhere. 

On the floor the letter M glowed in the dim light. The M stood for 
Morgan le Fay. 

But there was no sign of Morgan herself. 

“I wonder where Morgan is,” said Jack. 

“Maybe she went to the library to get some more books,” said Annie. 

“We were just at the library. We would have seen her,” said Jack. 
“Besides, the library’s closed now.” 

Squeak! 

A little mouse ran out from behind a stack of books. It ran to the M 


shining in the floor. 



“Yikes,” said Annie. 

The mouse sat on the middle of the M. It looked up at Jack and Annie. 
“Oh, it’s so cute,” Annie said. 

Jack had to admit the mouse was cute. It had brown-and-white fur and 
big dark eyes. 

Annie slowly reached out her hand. The mouse didn’t move. Annie 
patted its tiny head. 

“Hi, Peanut,” she said. “Can I call you Peanut?” 

“Oh brother,” said Jack. 

“Do you know where Morgan is?” Annie asked the mouse. 

Squeak. 



“You’re nuts, Annie,” said Jack. “Just because the mouse is in the tree 
house doesn’t mean it’s magic. It’s a plain old mouse that crawled in, that’s 
all.” 

Jack looked around again. He saw a piece of paper on the floor. 

“What’s that?” he said. 

“What’s what?” asked Annie. 

Jack went over and picked up the paper. There was writing on it. 

“Oh man,” whispered Jack, after he read the words. 

“What is it?” said Annie. 

“A note,” said Jack. “It must be from Morgan. I think she’s in big 
trouble!” 



Are you a fan of the Magic Tree House® series? 
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Visit our 

Web site 

at 


wwv^.MagicTreeHouse.com 


Exciting sneak previews of the next book. 
Gaines, puzzles, and other fun activities. 
Contests with super prizes. 

And much more! 



Guess what? 
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Jack and Annie have a musical CD! 



For more information about 
MAGIC TREE HOUSE: THE MUSICAL 

(including how to order the CD!), 
visit www.mthmusical.com. 
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#1: Dinosauks Before Dark 
#2: The Knight at Dawn 
#3: Mummies in the Morning 
#4: Pirates Past Noon 
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#23: Twister on Tuesday 
#24: Earthquake in the Early Morning 
#25: Stage Fright on a Summer Night 
#26: Good Morning, Gorillas 
#27: Thanksgiving on Thursday 
#28: High Tide in Hawaii 
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#32: Winter OF THE Ice Wizard 
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Pilgrims 
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